On 4 CANDLE which bad like to have 


| And all the Out-works of the Fort of Love! 
Could'ſt thou not be content with ſuch a Sight! 


| 115 a _— Shift on fire at Bath. 


fa Happy Light! in ſuch a Poſture fix d! 
U To ſee ſuch Limbs and what's s con- 


— — 
8 


ceal d betwixt! 
To view at once Brtinpa's Cyprian 


Grove, 


But rudely muſt attempt to rake her by'r ? 


Thou daring Flame! thou bold aſpiring Fire! 


Durſt thou preſume to think of mounting high r? 


Durſt thou attempt ſo great! ſo ſweet a Bliſs ! 
For which we Mortals, nay, ey'n Gods wou'd wiſh? 


W hat 


3 
What pleaſure could'ſ thou vainly hope to give? 
What tranſport from her hidden charms feceive ? 


Didſt thou, like Jove, deſign to ſtorm the Dame, 


And then conſume her in thy ſcorching flame? 

Or was't becauſe thou could'ſt not hope t enjoy, 
Thou form'd(t that vile intention to deſtroy ? 

Hadſt thou ſucceeded, and thy fury ſpread, 

What waſteful Havock had thy miſchief made 

Nor Etaa's, nor Te/uvias' flame, ſo much, 

In Ages, had devoured, as thy touch! 

| Not Fontainbleaux whole foreſt could repair, 
Or ballance with, the loſs of the minuteſt hair, Ws 


FF ae 


The SACRIFICE to C vers. 


Roftrate on earth, before God Covry' 8 Shrine, 
Lay a young nymph ——handſome? ——almoſt 
divine | 1 
A large wax Candle offer d as her gift, 


Sh implor'd a lover — ev'ry maiden's drift. 


OY 


F | 
F. 
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| Ah! cry'd the Fair, what ſervice to a maid | 


C31 
The laughing God reply d, with fly grimace, 
Your Off ring may ſupply a lover's place. 


— 
„ 
% 


Can th' Off ring be, without a Prieft's kind aid? 
Talk of the Devil and he's always near, 
Love's Prieſt ſtep'd forth, and ſeiz'd the longing Fair. 
Eager he claspd her, with a ſtrong embrace, 
(What female-Saint wou'd &'er refuſe her Place!) 


His nimble tongue now in her mouth he whips, 
And prints ſoft humid kiſſes on her Lips; 
Now o'er her breaſt his curious fingers ſtray, 


Now preſs her iv'ry thighs, Er cetera, 


Then, ripe for bliſs, their ſpirits on the flow, 
| While the warm Parts with expectation glow, 


Their breaths, ſhort heaving, fan the raging : fire, 


And all their fouls are kindled with deſire, 
The virgin's choiceſt treaſure ſoon he gain d, 
And, at one puſh, the girl her wiſh obtain d. 


| [6] 
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The PAck- SADDLE 


N E Non, a Painter, jealous of his ſpouſe, 


A W took — but, to ſecure his brows, j 
Firſt painted —— what ? and where? — vw fl | 
uſt __ her 


Belly, an Aſs —— the guardian of her hocoul 3 | 


82 


More Aſs the man —— content he hies aw ay, ** 


Pleas'd with his fratagem to ſpoil her play. 


A Brother limner, ſoon as Non was a. Wo ER. 
n 


Fell to't ding-dong, as he had often done. K 
But oh! the miſchie vous effects of chance! 
The ſweat which bath'd em in old Adam's Date, 
; Repeated oft, as they difſolvi ing lay, 3 | 
* houghtleſs of fate, waſh'd Nos's dull guard aways i] 


| Now tir'd with am'rous ſport, the heedleſs laſs FO 


Began to think her of the painted Aſs; N | 
She look d, *rwas gone; no Aſs was to be found, 
Tho” both together ſearched her Belly round. — 


How 


1 


But he had chanc'd won his back to place 
A large Pack-ſaddle. (none had rother Aſs) 


' Returning Nos ran ftrait his beaſt to view; 


[7] 
How did ſhe then the luckleſs deed deplore! 
Alas, too late! the luckleſs deed was oer! 


Cheer up, quoth he, III paint another, Dame ——« 


*T'was done ——fo like! it ſeemed the very ſame 1 


See here, my dear, with confidence, ſays Sue, 
The Aſs entire as when you drew it firſt; : 

A proof that I've been chaſte the proof be curſt, 
Cry'd angry Nos; curs'd be the Saddle too; 
That one has rid my Aſs, appears too true. 
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. Rox p Au. 
\H E Sun, which all things warms, 


Sees nought like Cerra' 8 charms: 


She ev'ry ſenſe enchants; 
Wich Air divine can dance ; 
Her mouth, her hands, her arms, 


Fraught all with heay'nly charms; 


(8 ] 
Her eye each heart alarms, 
And carries in each glance 


| 8 The Sun. 


Her ſhape true ſymmetry, 
And motion graceful, free; 

Not Venvus' ſelf, fo fair, 

Can boaſt ſuch charms as her; 


I mean thoſe which ne'er ſee 
'The Sun. 13 | 


$4 $rboch En a 
The Dive dees 
les I log w play 
Wich the charming Col IN ET, 1 
Sweetly paſſing time away, 5 
At the Game of Br BOGE T. 1 


S225 


He puts it /x times running in, 
So much he's to the Paſtime giv'n; 
But when the Catcher pleaſes him, 8 
Ohl then he goes as far as ſeven. 


— 


(9) 
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On the W ord Notwith ſtanding. 


7 AC K ſwore to Nute he never more wou'd wod 
hats. e 
Kate wilh'd him hang'd when next he came untd 
| r e 

But: Love's great, little Cod the man commanding 
That Jack mult needs go to her Not-with-flanding 5 


' 


At length Fack's Not-with-flaud:ng him torſook; 
And Kate affords her Fach a pleaſant look. 

L Thus Nor uit landing did the wars increaſe, 
But $:iff-with-ftanding made the friendly * 


Kate curs d and ſwote and ba w I d, like Fiſh-wife, ad 
Againſt Fack's Not=with-/landing did withſtand. 1 


\ 
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5 dec 7 ECO 
The In jured Rib. | 

Brawny potter 'vi d to beat his wife, 
And led her ev'ry day a weary life; 

The patient woman bore it as ſhe ought, „„ 

He ſtill abus d and call'd her all to nought; 2 

Seldom or never fam' ly duty paid, 

Poor Joan liv'd neither widow, wiſe, nor maid: © 

Condition fad ! whilſt ev'ry honeſt dame 


Againſt the tyrant loudly would exclaim ; 2 


q\ 


#i 


Ia vain! for JezxexY was paſt reclaim. 
T Some trifle once had vex'd the churliſh clown, 
His cheeſe ill toaſted, or his bread too brown; 
In vain ſhe vow'd to do the fault no more, 
The ſurly Lubber turn d her out o door. 
Vet quiet ſhe ne'er into fury flies; z 
But at the threſhold down ſhe ſits, and eries. 
A Barber ſpruce kind ſortune chat way led; 


Woy, dame, quork he, doſt not cornute his head ? 
1 


5 


# i 


[1] 


I can't, dear fir, the Injur'd Rib reply'd, | Y 


Bur if 22 will, you ſhall not be deny'd. 


. e eee 


The Am * Confeſſion. 


* 


FIT H the ſpouſe of NoLL BLuze, to That 


Same a well willer, | 4 
A neighbouring plow-man had ofc been familiar, 


Which told to the husband, he ran to the field, 


And ſword in hand enter'd, where then the clown tilld 
Then thundring, out-bellows, while yet at a diſtance 
80 ho! friend, — did you lend my Rib you 


aſſiſtance 
To furniſh my forehead? - — Here Hover, for 


the nonce, 


Left his plough, and ſoon bi up a skirrful of 


ſtones. 


'Thenon the defenſive — your wife Ihave rid 
Cad —its well yan confes't —— very well 


that you did, 
5 5 n Heay'n 


E | 
Heav'n knows what revenge Idefion'd to have taken! 
But this ample conſeſſion has quite fav'd your bacon. 


e IC get N. ESL AAS HIS 288 28 
The Hymcnzal Contract. 


, Se S1ztenon lov'd a maiden fair, « 
| oh And often did declare it; 5 
His VOWS ſhe heard, recelv d! nis pray ko 


And priz'd his real merit. LES 


With Rapt'rous joy he bleſt his fate, 5 . 
Happy! beyond expreſſing! ga 
When ſhe agreed to change her ſrate, 5 5 | 


IT 


And grant the mighty bleſſing. 
The mighty bleſſings lovers find, . 
When Hrxux's bands unite em, . 
WI billt Cuerp pins em mind to mind, e 
And riches flow in item. 


„ 1 


The 


IT 


1 
F 


She bluſſr d; her ſoft conſenting eyes 


The kind Conſent. 75 


T H' enamour'd Damon long had lov'd 


Fair Cer1a to deſpair; 


At length ſhe by his plaints was moy'd, 
And kindly eas'd his care. 


Bright nymph ! he cry'd, how bleſt am I! 


My pains are well repaid: :. . 


Oh! once more let us taſte the joy, 


Thou dear, tranſporting maid ! 


"In filent langdage ſpoke, 


Dear Dauox, who the ſuit denieg 
II Corrp's fires provoke? 
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On a young Lady's pricking her — 
with a Needle. 


8 Illy Needle, why art drown' d 


In CueorA's finger's wound? 7 


1 


Idly there thy fury's ſpent: 
Wouldſt thou give to me content, 
Try to pierce her ſtony heart, 


Which has foil'd love's ev'ry dart. 


CD 


Spoken extempore to a young Lady, 


who had Joſt her Thread and found 
it in her boſom, 


Hrice happy Thread! how bleſt your caſe | 
Which you with pride may boaſt : 

Who would nor wiſh, i in ſuch a place ! 

To te for: ever loſt? | 


b 3 


Cuprp's 


151 
reer, 


0 vrlp's Threat to In TER. 


S on Olympus top, one day, - 7 
k Love's little God had got! tõ play, y 
| He ie blindly threw a pointed dart, 1 

Which made the mighty Thund' rer n 

Jove, angry at th unlucky hit, 

Thus threatned the unruly Chit: 

Thy bow and Shafts I'll take away, 

And hinder thy miſchievous play. 12 
The Urchin laugh d —— poor Jove ! ! quoth he, 
I'll keep my pow'r in ſpight of thee. 


oY 
”Y 


If thou durſt thunder or complain, 


Fl turn thee to a ſwan again. 


To 


£16] 


? | OED MP TT PIGS TY © FG TIP PSPS IMDB: 


To the ingenious Mr. H. th, on his 


& excellent P aint ings. ON , ) 


Wi I thy Paintings with delight ſurvey, 
My raviſſid eyes, unwearied ſweetly ſcray. 
In the bright Science you ſo much excel, 


At once on ev'ry Piece my ropturd fight would 


dwell. 
Thus the bleſt lover, in his fair one's arms, 
Fondly explores her mulcirude of charms, 
Whilſt ſoftly murmurs the enamour'd boy, 
That lips, and breaſt, and All, he can't at once enjoy; 


dsh , 
On a young Lady's being like to be. 


overturn'd in Hyde-Park, 
= a S tother day, at the Review, 

| + A [caſt my eyes around, 

Whom Cnlox, ſhou'd I ſee but you, 
 Juft falling on the ground. 


Your 


| 
: 
} 
: 
' 
: 
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The ſudden ſhock made yours ſo reel  - 


Your Fall I fear d —— yet hop dit wote; 
Corto, why wert thou abſent then: 


But, ah! fair Vexvs from the field 


Leſt ſuch bright charms mould be reveal'd 


7 ] 
Yout cbach had chanc'd to lock a wheel | 


Againſt another there ; 
You turm d all pale with feat: 
Were danger far away : 


Such a Rtview of Cn ARMS before 
Had never erat the Day! 


Was this thy friendly care ? 
If on the oath thy » wing had lain, £.- 
What thighs —— | what — - had been bare! - 


Sent her unlucky Son, 


As would eclipſe her own. 


S = ver d, 


4 
} 
| 
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Ver d, I grew ſick at trump and drum, 


F, N (A ſtupid ſcene the whole) 
Beyond em all your naked B-—m 


Had fit d my raptur d ſoul! 


Ah! had your Driver Ovrp read, 
And envy d PnA'rox's fame; 

As great Deſtruction he had made, 
And ſet the world on flame. 


55 
To Jealous PHIILIIS. 
H! Pratt ts, why thoſe frowns to me? 
> Why thus Oercaſt with care? 

Unjuſt is all your jealouſy ; 
Too groundleſs ev'ry fear. 
That face which once us'd to diffuſe 

A pleaſure through my heart, 
A poignant pain does now infuſe 


Thro' ev'ry vital part. 


"I 1 

What if I did on Fanwr ſmile, 

| And fetch a Sigh or two, 

Ah! think me not ſo full of guile, 
As to be falſe to you. 


I ſmile but at her awkard air, 
The nonſenſe that does fill her, 

And if I figh 
Becauſe I cannot kill her. 


it is, my dear, 


PEPPEPEPPO PEE POPPEDE Pr 
| Fo the Same. 
O00 PaiLLy, who is now unkind ? 
| —” Who now can ſigh and ſmile? 
Am I more faichless than the Wind? 
 _ Do1 alone beguile ? 
No, PIII I, no; with grief I ſee, 
And equal rage, that you 
Are with your ſmiles and ſighs as free, 
And to Sis ForrIxd too! 


L200 
Good Gods ! that ever I ſhould love, 
Nay to diſtraction doat, 
On one, who can with ſmiles approve 
A ſenſeleſs, powder'd Coat! 


Youll fay, for your dropt fan he run; 
And thereſore as a proof 

Of your Civility, twas done ! 

A Bow had been enough. 


But, PrziLLy, though you me accuſe 


Of being with FaxnxNyY free, i Os ” 


And are of ſmiles and lighs profuſe, 
I born her fill for thee. 


7 N weed ehe 5 


The Anſwer. 
0 3 me mad —— IN FoPLING I! 
Six Foetinc I approve! 
Ten thouſand deaths I'd ſooner die 
Than hear him 7hink of love. 


Becauſe 


ww Bow * 


o 
4 
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Becauſe I touch d your guilty heart, 


This jealouſy you frame; 
I ſcorn your poor, detected art, 


And hate your very name. 


May lightning blaſt you for your fraud, 
And vengeance on you pour: 

P11 Common Strumpet turn and Baud, 
| Rather than ſee you more. 


But fince you cou d your reaſon tell, 


(Tho it was all a lie) 


I, in my turn too, will reveal 


Why I did ſmile and figh 


Y {mil becauſe he hit his bead 


Againſt his Brother Beau; 


And ſigh d, cauſe on my toes he tread; 


So nOW the truth you know. 


To 


E 
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Wi Erie. 


HY doſt thou, lovely Nymph, ſhun my | 


Bins embrace, 


And yet invite me with your beauteous few? ? 
Why doſt thou with thy charms my love excite, 
And yet with cruelry my paſſion ſlight ? 

Why doft thou blame my eager, fond deſire, 

And yet each moment ſet my ſoul on fire? 

Oh! pity rather an unhappy flame, 

Which rages fiercely through my vital frame ; 

Flies through my veins, and does my heart invade, 
Since firſt your pow rl paſſively obey'd. 

Since firſt 1 fell a victim to your eyes, 

And yielded up myſelf a willing ſacrifice. 

Your beauteous eyes and lovely fnowy breaft, 
Thoſe fatal, dear, diſturbers of my reſt, _ 
Were made by heav'n to be ador'd and preſt. 


Nor 


(23 ] 
Not by the wretch who holds you in his arms, 
A wretch, who cannot juſtly rate your charmsʒ 
A wretch, who knows not how to prize your worth; 
Whom chance, not love, gave to his title birth: 55 
(Title ! what title can th' uſurper boaſt ? 1 
Who makes his brags to've gain'd an eafy roaſt?) 
Who like a tyrant deems you as his ſlave; 
But by a man who's gen'rous, kind and brave: 
One, who with life and fortune wou'd defend 
Your fame, and prove himſelf a real n, 
Not blab the ſecret when h'as gain d his end. 
Such then am I, who die to ſet you free 


From his ungrateful boaſts and tyranny. : 


Conſider, fair one, hear a lover's voice, . 


Whoſe peace, nay lite itfelf depends upon your choice. | 


* 
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nN N NN KAL rr E Sore dBA Er Er Be 


To PHIL LIS on her finding the Verſes 
to FAN NX in my Pocket. 


Tho I've play'd a traytor's part 


Eaſe, dear nymph, no more upbraid me, 


Shame and grief too much invade me: 


To thy fond, forgiving heart, 
Ah! ceaſe, and let thine ire relent; 


; For oh! dear PrriLy I repent. 


PH 11115 Forſaken. 


- W Y, PHILLLs, doſt thou rave and tear thy 
| hair ? 
And like a frantick Bacchansl appear ? 


The more you weep, the more your bloom decays, 

Grief, like a Canker, ſpoils a beauteous face. 
You're not the firſt that Turxsts has deceiy 'd, 

Who once his vows of conſtancy believ d; 

You're not the firſt his artful tales have won, 

Nor jet the laſt 455 his fair ſpeech undone. 


This 


— >: 43" * — 0 1 „ BAS 


* 
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This for your eaſe, (if any eaſe it be?) 


' See many others mourn his treachery. 
But, PRIIIIs, all your former pride and ſcorn 
| Moſt juſtly now on your own. head return : | 


| Remember how Lrsanvex ſought to gain 
Your ſcornful heart, and how he ſu d in vain ! 
In vain with pray'rs and tears affail'd to move 
| Your tyrant · breaſt, inflexible to love. 
Think on the many torments he endur d, 
Which even one kind look from you had cur d; 
| But you, diſdainful, kill'd him by your hate; 


Reflect, and own the juſtice of your fate! | 
In him you had been happy, now you own, 


| Rival'd by all, but you belov'd alone. 
' Too late, alaſs! theſe fad refleQions come; 
3 See! where he lies in yon cold marble tomb! 
A breathleſs corps th' unhappy youth now lies, 
The victim of your ſweet deſtructive eyes. 
Now may you range the world, and fondly ſtrive, 
| Still to regain your wand'ring fugitive ; | 
| s 5: g But | 


[26] 

But 'Twyss1s young and gay delights to rove, 
Delading thouſands with his faithleſs love. 
One conqueſt gain'd, another he purſues, 

Fluſh'd with ſucceſs, the am'rous war renews; 
Bold as a conqu'ror nei r quits his poſt, | 

But whom b' attacks is ſurely won and loſt 
Succeeding triumphs is ſweet labours crown, 
Which paſt, he ſights, and leaves the Fair to moan- 
Nor wonder that your Shepherd's gone aſtray, 
For Love himſelf has wings and often flies away. 


Io B x LIN D A. 
M UST I for ever then complain, 


Mult I till wait t'enjoy in vain 
The promis d, dear delight ? 


And watch each tedious night * 


Laſt 


1 

Laſt night the houſe was faſt aſleep, 
When to your chamber door 

I did, with ſilent footſtep, creep, 

And entrance kind implore. 


Why did you ſpeak ſo loud and make 

Pour little lap dog bark ? 

You knew th'alarm yo your aunt wou'd wake, 
Who caught me in the dark. 


I feign'd a- ſleep, * onwards walk d 
Direct into her roomʒ 1 
And thus, as dreaming, wildly talk d, 
* Ty y hear the kettle-drum ? 


Then — how ſhall a this quagmire wade! 
1 fink! o help! —— and then 
1 feem'd commentive at the head 


Of troops of armed men. * 


Then, ; 


28 j 

Then, muſicks ſounds I feigned to hear; 
Then talk'd of Law profound: 

Next fancy'd I purſu'da Deer, 
And then cali'd off the hound, 


W himſies on whimſies ſtill ſucceed, 
I like 2 mad-man rav VS; 
Your aunt was. frightned into bed, 


And thus you honour ſav d. 


 $80098598002:$2220508: 82096000 


To the Same. 


0 more PI with unwearied toils 

7 Deceitful love purſue, , 

Nor truſt to your too faithleſs ſmiles; 
Dear, r nymph, adieu. HY 


How oft Brrivpa haſt thou ſwore, 


K 
„ 


By love's almighty nafne, 
(That pow'r, which all mankind adore,) 
To bleſs my ardent flame. 
= 


1 


[29] 
In vain your rolling eyes ſhall glance, 
And mine with ſoftneſs meer, 


Like Sun-beams that on waters dance ; 
For oh! they look deceit. 
In vain your alablaſter arms, 


6 


Like tendrils on the vine, 
Fraught as they are with melting charms, 
Around my neck ſhall twine. 


Your lovely head in vain ſhall lay 
Upon my raptur d breaſt ; 
Your taper fingers fruitleſs play : 
Tu be no more your jet. 
my Since all theſe arts, you fondly ſhow 
And wantonly employ, 
Are praQtis'd only when you know 


We cannot ſeize the joy. 
Weben in the houſe your watchful ſpies 
Are wandring to and fro, 
RS er. is then, with theſe dear, lovely lies, 
You only charm me e fo. 


But 


# 


Hes : [30 ] 
But when kind fortane | proves my friend, 


+. X 


And not a foul i is nigh; 
| Ill health you for excuſe pretend, 
And all my wiſhes fly. 


Of illneſs when I ſee the fine, 
And no-body within; r : 
My angel then ſtrait, turns a ſaint. 


And tells me tis a Sig, 


Averſe and cold does then appear, 
" | 


And inſolently oz 
But when her guards return, my dear 


Is dying to enjoy. 


Curſe on your ſly ene airs! 
My freedom I'll renew : 5 


May age O ertake you, with grey hairs! 


Dear, perjur'd _— adieu. 


on BELIND A's Seat of Pleaſare. 


Hat greater pleaſures can man taſte ! 


What ſweeter tranſports feel ! 
Than thoſe beneath BeLipa's waſte? , _ 
Which poorly woes reveal! 73 . : 3 


Firſt than rous 5 wich fierce Jef ires, 
Diftorts her i ly 'ry thighs; 1 

Then twixt her trembling limbs retires; 
The ſeat where pleaſure liese 2 


+. 


There! both promiſcuouſly enjoy | | 


God Curroꝰs ſofteſt fires : „ 


But the tranſ ported, fainting boy 


At ev'ry ſhove expires. 
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